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One 


Author's Notes: 
This isn't true, its all made up. 


| pretended | had a relationship with him. | would lean my head on his shoulder while | played the guitar on 
stage, and | could hear his heavy breathing between the screams, | could feel his breath against me. | stood 
next to him at photo shoots. | leaned my head on his shoulder, feeling the hard bone beneath my cheek. When 


he smiled | could feel it, and | could feel the movement of his chest as he breathed. Axl. He was all | wanted. 


| knew | couldn't have him, | knew he was in love with Erin, and | surrounded myself with women, too, so | 
wouldn't seem weird. They were strippers and porn stars with bleach blond hair, platinum hair, breast implants, 
spray tans. They were fake. Not like Axl, not the devastating reality of Axl, his greasy, stringy red hair 
catching the light. 


There was something feminine about him, something feminine inside the violent masculinity he usually chose to 
show to the world, the pointed rants onstage, the broken pictures and the shattered glass, the broken 
furniture, the bloody faces, his hand clenched into a tight fist and raised, ready to come down on you, on 


whoever was in the vicinity of his rage. But | saw the way he would hug himself sometimes, his shoulders 
hunched up, the distant look in his eyes. | saw the make-up he wore and the way he teased his hair. | saw all 


the jewelry that dripped off him, the rings and the necklaces catching the light. 


| knew | wasn't brave enough to break through his heterosexual armor. | heard the stories of the near rapes 
when he was hitchhiking, when he was in jail, and inside the bravado and the violence of the stories | could see 
the fear in his eyes. | didn't want that. | wanted to lie in bed with him and brush his hair aside, trace the line 


of his jaw, take his earlobe between my teeth and gently tug. | wanted the walls to slowly come down. 


Was pretending enough? There was such pain in the longing sometimes, such pain when | saw him kiss Erin's 
cheek, when | saw him lean in and kiss her for real. The only moments | could have were stolen, my head 
against his shoulder for just a moment until the contact bugged him and he pulled away. 


What would he say if | told him? If | told him | couldn't imagine living life without him, that | wanted to touch 
him, that | wanted to capture his lips in a kiss and feel his heartbeat beneath my hand? Would he narrow his 
eyes at me and pull away and spit out "faggot" under his breath? Would he nod politely and say he appreciated 
that but he didn't feel the same way? Would he doom us to friendship and nothing more? 


Sometimes | imagined the longing and the desire were reciprocated, that he secretly felt the same way, that 
he stared at me when | wasn't looking, memorizing the sleek lines and the taut muscles, the corkscrew curls of 
my jet black hair. | imagined we'd meet in the back alleys behind the clubs and | could trap him up against the 
wall, my hands gently encircling his wrists, and I'd lean toward him, seeing his eyes close as my lips touched 


his. 


| knew it wouldn't happen, that it was all a fragile fantasy that was pierced every day by reality. | felt it 
disintegrate all around me, like hologram images flickering out of existence. Sometimes the frustrated desire 
showed on my face as boredom, or being pissed off, and | looked away when Axl spoke, hearing the deep 
baritone scrape against my mind and | knew, | knew I'd never have what | wanted. Everything was tantalizing 


and set before me, like the rabbit in front of the dogs on the track, always ahead, always out of reach. 


Our shows would start again and I'd stare at the way his leather pants clung to him, to the jutting hipbones 
and his thighs, his bony knees. | saw the way the bandanas were wrapped around his forehead, his hair sleek 
and red and parted in the center of his head, the pale white of his scalp visible there. | was pulled to him as | 
played, trapped in his orbit like a helpless moon around the burning planet. | felt the heat radiating off him, | 
felt the vibrations of his voice as it cut the air, as it shattered something inside of my soul. | shook with my 
desire. Closer to him and closer, he put his foot up on one of the amps and leaned back, screaming out the 
part. | saw the veins in his neck, the movement of his Adam's apple, the strands of his hair that had escaped 
the bandana and hung over his forehead. 


There was no hope for me. | went on playing and staring at Axl, moving closer to him when | could, and | 
pretended that our relationship was deeper than band mates and friends. | pretended that | was everything to 


him, like he was everything to me. 


